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MY MOTHER 


FOREWORD AND APPRECIATION 


Thoughts are gossamer-like, sprites of chance; as 
elusive as thistledown on a valley breeze. They come 
and go, come and go, as on fairy wings, inconstant, 
when most sought: cheery, heartening messengers of 
Fancy at the threshold of the mind, unheralded, un- 
bidden, at their happiest when wholly care-free and 
unrestrained. 

This volume of verse is a peep into a playground- 
garden of thoughts: a flowered sanctuary of subtle 
whims, gay, irresponsible, born of a mind gloriously 
youthful, yet, for all this, rich in a wisdom that is as 
old as the centuries. 

There is something of ‘Peter Pan” in it all: and 
we fancy we can see an agile form, high in the tree- 
tops of Imagination, the wind tossing her hair, bright 
eyes alight with inspiration. All the world drifts by 
at her feet and around the great proscenium-arch of the 
sky, invisible stage-hands arrange a vast setting of 
cloud-forms. It is an empire of song and rhythm 
and tinkling words and thoughts, like jewels; and 
spiritual beauty, near enough to those clouds to be 
near God. 

What does one think of when one is sad, retrospec- 
tive, tenderly sympathetic? What does one think of 
when the heart aches just a little, or when joy is buoy- 
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ant and invincible? What does one think of when tip- 
toeing down the shadowy aisles of one’s own innermost 
thoughts? What were Peter Pan’s thoughts as he 
bared his head to the storm, and rain whipped at the 
choir-loft of the leaves: what were the fantasies of 
his immortal mind when sunlight drenched the foliage 
and high above a bird dipped and rocked in the creamy 
billows of the cloud-surf? 

It was nothing fixed, we know. The secret gossip 
of flowers . . . moss draped on old trees . . . rosaries 
of stars . . . mother-love . . . echoes of half-forgot- 
ten melodies . . . a violet washing its face in dew and 
drying it in a last year’s leaf . . . royal phantoms of 
a Court that was dust a thousand years ago . . . lotus 
and jasmine and the whisper of a bee kneeling in some 
rose confessional . . . in swift glimpses of a material- 
istic world, shading and fading into things that never 
were and never can be. 

The pages of this book are not unlike the leaves of 
Peter Pan’s tree: wind-blown and _ sunlit: voicing 
thoughts that mortals seldom hear: winged, unshackled 
—your thoughts and my dreams when we were young— 
long before disillusionment came. 


W. LIvINGSTON LARNAD. 
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THE BLACK LAGOON 
AND OTHER VERSE 


THE PEDIGREE 


The gorgeous lady, Ecstasy, 
Of that stern devil, Agony, 

Bore a beautiful strange child 
With graces glorious and wild, 

Who wonders at her family 
And bears the name of Poetry. 


ea 


PAN 


Child of belief, that men made god 

Of wildwood music, field and sod, 
Credulous men created you,— 

Their sons now find the dream untrue. 

You are driven, thus, from wood and glen, 
And killed, by unbelieving men. 


PROTEST: TO DEATH 


I am not old nor cold enough for sleep, 
So leave me waking, yet awhile, my Lord. 
The pain within me like a keen-edged sword 
Has cut through time; Eternity will creep 
In one long hour, and a moment crawl, 
Dragging its burden of dark agony 
Through hours and through slow zons endlessly. 
While one fleet lizard scampers up a wall, 
While one fly follows the brief window line 
I have known ages full of passive strife. 
Peace I will make, but on my terms with life, 
And not with you, you Death. I’ll deem peace fine 
. Should it be transient as the wind, and pass 
Like the swift shadow of a bird’s wing on the grass. 


But your eternal peace I will not have 
For all the stupid tales they tell of it. 
Think you my pain-wrung body would see fit 
To soothe this passion with your proffered salve 
Of heavenly rest? This wild excitement 
Is more to me than endless cherubs ringing 
Joy-bells in a toy heaven, and singing 
To greet the newest messenger you’d sent. 
But if that painted heaven were a lie, 
And you had come to lead me otherwhere, 
And not to hand me up some golden stair 
Into earth’s attic, still I would not die! 
I will not join you yet, you cannot tempt me 
Away from living this exultant agony. 
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If ever you and I should one day be 
Friend and follower, I would only go 

A ways with you to where hibiscus grow, 
Turbulent, lovely, by a southern sea 

Around their roots my little dust should Stray, . 
Inconsequential ’neath their lowest leaf, 

But I should nourish them and urge the sheaf 
To bloom more buoyant. Such intense array 

Would warm, I think, all the wild, secret fire 
A passerby might carry in his heart, 

A fire which to some few plays Heaven’s part, 
Kindled of beauty, poetry, desire. 

Thus would I cheat you, Death, thus keep living 
Until the last man’s sin were long past all shriving. 


Was it some yesterday, or dim today 
I saw the trailing edges of your gown, 
And watched you hover, with pretentious frown, 
Above my head, nodding, as if to say,— 
“Ah, foolish child, to so love mad-cap Life, 
Who treats her thus, and to not come with me! 
. . . I doctor all such pain successfully.” 
Life is a surgeon, too; not drugs but knife 
He uses. Under his harsh care I still 
Unconquerably love the things of earth, 
The colour, and the torment, and the mirth. 
Outside lies all my world. Beyond the hill 
A cock crows like a red fan opening, 
Triumphant sign of all I love, of all I sing. 
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SPRING TWILIGHT 


The dusk is grayer far than tired men’s thoughts. 

A ghost-moon, like a most wan hope, hangs wavering 
and lone 

Above a tracery of trees, and far away 

The noise of many men 

Roars in a whisper. 


In such an hour perhaps ...who knows, who 
knows... 

Pale Mary went, slow weary step on step, 

And climbed a hill. 

From off a cross, as black as agony against the blue- 
gray sky, 

She dragged her deathless son, 

And in one cry that pierced the drooping dusk 

Her heart broke, 

And she wept. 


EO 


SECRET 


These be three things no man can tell: 

The thoughts of the sleeping, 

The fears of the slain, 

Whence the wise innocence in a child’s eye. 
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DUSK 


Flower 

Of flame-deep blue, 

Bloom for an hour. You are 
The forget-me-not of the day 
That dies. 
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TUBEROSE 


Fragile 

As belief your 

Scent, and yet your perfume 

Blows across the years stronger than 
Hope. 
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NYMPH 


Daphne, 

A silver name, 

Full of the soft tinkle 

Of dripping snows, and the fresh winds 
Of Spring. 


[oJ 


TO A GREEN-EYED GIRL 


Never 

Did I know of 

What you thought. Your strange 
Eyes held their secret dreams 
Aloft. 
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SAID OUT OF PITY 


Never, 

Never again 

Will you be seventeen, 

With visions in your eyes. . . . So dream 
A while. 


PHILOSOPHY OF A HARRIED CHILD 


Dream on 

And waste your time . . . 

What matter if they scold 

At undone tasks . . . dreams are a waiting 
Haven. 
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DANCING DOLLS 


Now pull 

The tight wire strings 

And watch them dance. Within 

Their painted heads are wooden thoughts, 
aerepDUL Sad. 
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TENDERNESS 


So dear, 

So dear to me 

You are become, my eyes 

Are blinded with a mist of joy 
And tears. 
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DESPAIR 


A hope 

I had long since 

Of some far-comforting 

Relief. . . . Now days on weary days 
I wait. 
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CHAINS 


Anger 

Forges hard bolts; 

Hate is a bitter jailer . 
Now must [I live in prison till 
I die. 
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CLOUD FORMS 


Perhaps 

The great come back 

In shapes of cloud. Ah, could 
This flaming dawn be Dante, now, 
Or Joan? 
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THE QUARREL 


Sharper, 

More delicate 

Than cruel knives, your words 
Thrust ruthlessly at old hurts still 
Tender. 
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QUERY 


And will 

I never know 

Why dusk with tendrils of 

Old anguish tugs my heart till I 
Must weep? 


BLOND GIRL 


Your hair 

Is honey 0’ 

The moon. Your skin is pale, 

As pearls are pale, drawn from deep, cold 
water. 
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SUCCESS 


If I would make my poor strength stronger 
I must dream young dreams no longer: 

If I would find the farthest hill 

I must torture mind and will. 

Then when I stand against the sky, 

I must busy be and die. 
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SCHOOL 


Halls lead to halls, 
Corridors . . . corridors. 
If followed assiduously 
Where do these bring one? 


P22] 


AGAINST NEGATION 


There is small chance of going mad with grief, 
Or wild with desolation. I sit still, 
As placid as a moo-cow on a hill, 
As passive as a weevil in the leaf. 
Monotony is a persistent thief 
Of all emotion; recurrences kill 
The living sense of any glowing ill; 
Stupidity holds clean revolt in fief. 
And I am stupid, while I still am young 
To suffer half-emotions. Give me joy 
Unbearable, ecstatic, give me pain 
To make my poor flesh shudder, then again 
Let me know agony; do not alloy 
The gold of passion, until I have sung. 
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QUERY 


Is not my youth a harp the wind’s to sigh through, 
And make me music, or sing me a soul? 

Why am I silent then, and as complacent 
As ancient ashes in an antique bowl? 
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LAMENT 


How can I study when the day burns blue, 
And all the trees stand black against the sky, 
Etched in an opaque, lace-like symmetry 
Outside my window, and the night is new? 
La, all the hours of freedom were too few 
To find escape from this monotony, 
(That weighs my errant spirit pond’rously ) 
And wander searching her whom once I knew. 
Oh, glamorous beauty, whither have you gone, 
Leaving me prisoner to my dull self, 
And these drab walls, and this far, alien place? 
Your song dies unheard in these walls of stone. 
You are not found in books, untutored elf; 
Text-books, at least, all lack your lovely grace. 


Often I have found you in the poetry 
An English singer made before he died, 
Chanting of stalwart leopards, burning-pied, 
And dream-lost Endymion, blissfully 
Aware of love. As a cerulean sea 
Reflects the sky, bearing upon its tide 
The very tint above, some poems hide 
The image of you in their lines. For me 
You once were everywhere, but now I find 
You rarely, since the time I lost you last, 
In an old garden, when I was a child. 
Once I would hear you breathing in the wind, 
Or in the stillness when a rain had past, 
Or in sweet music, you both sweet and wild. 


Es 


Now I go questing you down these gray days 
Crying your name. Oh, whither have you fled 
Whom once I knew in childhood, comforted 
By the revealed, dear magic of your ways? 
All unannounced and heedless you could raise 
My spirit up to follow where you led 
Into strange heavens (now for long time dead), 
Or to view wisely all the rich inlays 
Of glory that you laid on common things. 
—This is a poor, bleak place that holds me now, 
Bound over books, and lonely, and alone. 
Here is no other eager heart that sings 
And weeps for beauty, worn with crying low: 
Oh, lovely glamour, whither have you flown? 
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THE TRIOLET 


The triolet is filigree 

Of silver words and carven line. 
Ah, yes, I know you will agree 
The triolet is filigree, 

As dainty as a thing can be, 

And made of phrases feather-fine. 
The triolet is filigree 

Of silver words and carven line. 
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JEALOUSY 


I would not have you dead, my dear, 
Some shades are far, oh, far to fair. 
Of living girls I have no fear, 

I would not have you dead, my dear, 
For dangerous is Dierdre’s tear, 

Still beautiful is Helen’s hair. 

I would not have you dead, my dear, 
Some shades are far, oh, far too fair! 
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SHEILA IS CONSIDERATE, SHE SAYS— 


Some day I may tire of keeping up 

This old pretense of loving life so well; 
Some day I may fill a secret cup 

With poison, and may ring a secret knell! 


But I will do it neatly, lest you boast 
That “suicides are messy things, at most.” 


[29] 


CONFESSION 


I can nowhere speak the truth, 
Who have dealt in lies this long. 

The words I say are wavering, 
Neither beautiful, nor strong. 

Let it be something for my lies 
That they all wear a thin disguise. 


[3°] 


THE BLACK LAGOON 


Like fingers lightly lying on my eyelids 

The rain comes tenderly, fore-sung by wind, 
And in the murmurous peace of summer storm 
Drowsily I’ll dream beneath the elms. 

In these New England meadows there is found 
A wholesome loveliness, simplicity, 

Pastoral prettiness, new washed and clean. 
The milky cattle graze on gentle slopes 

Or loll complacently by pleasant trees. 

The meadows are immaculate from rain, 
And fresh as the clear tinkling of the brook 
That runs in gay abandon between banks 
Sloped moderately, and over such stones 

As one might dry and use for dinner-plates, 
They are so clean! And, oh, the sound of it, 
The happy voice of sweet, living water 

And other voices, too; the bobolink, 

The thrushes, and the dear soft pattering 

Of rain on oak and elm. From here I can 
View valleys turned to violet in rain 

And hills gone gray and purple. Nearer me 
The countryside is delicately hung 

With beaded scarves of crystal,—but I grow 
Too fancy and poetic as I doze. 

There is a placid beauty in this place 

That should be soothing to a wanderer. 
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In these untroubled meadows there is all 

A fretted heart could wish for to be stilled, 
And this fair, beneficial place should be 
Enough to comfort any homesick soul. 

But I can’t feed my needy heart on this. 

It will return to its old childish food 

And dream again of a strange, distant place. 
What I remember is a black lagoon, 

Edged round with cypress trees and great live oaks 
That drip their flowing beards of Spanish moss 
Into dark water. On a slime-green log 

A water moccasin, a-drowse with sun 

Lies gleaming and uncoiled, while hyacinths 
Float perilously out of reach; they mock 
The eager fingers that would grasp and mar 
Their orchid beauty glassily recast 

In water shining as mahogany. 

On the tall banks of my antique lagoon 
Between the bulbous moss-gray cypress trunks 
That rise in nightmare growth for forty feet 
And there are crowned by green more delicate 
Than any dream of glades in paradise, 

The dogwood raise their pallid dead white stars 
Up the dark night of tree trunks; china trees 
Are exquisite with bloom of lavender. 

And here there is a cloud of green and gold 
That is acacia at its blossoming. 

For all the flowers are so delicate 

The thorns that guard them are most poisonous! 
Nor are the lush banks firm, but treacherous, 
Corroded at their base by the still pool. 

In all this beauty there is treachery. 


Ee 


It is an eerie place, my strange lagoon, 

Unearthly in its ghostly quietude. 

No breeze is here; the water is too calm, 

The trees too still; there is no sudden cry 

Of friendly marsh-hen or lone whippoorwill. 

The weird trees stand remembering old days, 

Remembering old magic, and I think 

They must have seen much evil in their life, 

They must remember wicked histories, 

Since many men died once in slaughter here 

A hundred years ago and the dark pool 

Was troubled by their moaning as they died. 

When they were gone the stagnant pool was still 

Nor waited for the stranger’s bones to bleach 

Before its banks grew young shoots through men’s 
ribs 

And skulls were vine-entangled. Human death 

Could not disturb a pool to whom men’s lives 

Were as the race of leaves that every year 

Withered at autumn and at last were dropped 

Onto its bland mahogany surface. 

My black lagoon is dark and ominous 

And there aren’t many northerners would stay 

Alone here in the twilight, nor at noon 

Would they feel at their ease beneath the spell 

Of beauty old, and evil, and too still. 

It is too quiet here for anyone 

Who was not bred to stand it, having found 

His first young idea of loveliness 

From learning intimately the feel and smell 

Of cypress trunks, acacia and old pools. 
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FORT MARION 
(St. AucusTINE) 


You who saw Oglethorpe and Osceola 
And before that maybe Drake, 

And surely Menendez, 

Tell me 

Did the moon rise always 

Like a vain lady 

Eager to look at herself 

In the black and gold waters 

Of Matanzas? 
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THOUGHTS BEFORE SLEEP 


The shadow of the palms: has cut 
Deep into my heart. .. . 

. . . Like a dim kerchief of silver 
Spread at the edge of the sea 

Lies the quiet beach. 


The jasmine blows against the moon. . . . 


- . - Soft and far away 
A whippoorwill, so seldom heard 
In Florida, is murmuring, 
Plaintively, drowsily. 
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CONCLUSION 


Beyond the count of any time, 
Beyond the thought of any man 
This moon silvered the pale beach 
And this dark opal, wild sea ran 
While seven pelicans grotesque 
Flew in a pattern Japanesque. 


A million years this beauty stood 
Unknown to those folk over sea 

Who passed their glowing gift of life 
Until they had begotten me. 

A million years of dust; now I 
Stand awhile, and watch the sky. 
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BORROWER 


As ocean was my speech, I stumbled on, 

Straining for words and voicing none. 
Nor could I quite be still, 

Constrained, as is a sand-dune or a hill, 

But wild to show the ecstasy in me 

That burned at sight of beauty constantly, 

I quoted words another woman said, 

Who now is still and silent, being dead. 
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SUMMER NIGHT 


Even the moon has swooned, amazed 
That beauty thus could be 

Met in a stretch of silver sand 
And a black and lapis sea. 


No sea-birds and no sea-winds cry, 
Quiet the stars hang low. 

With breath indrawn ’fore loveliness 
Humbly will I go. 
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CLIMAX 


Now let me die of loveliness 

And let my body be borne to sea, 
With the night a sepulchre above, 
And the black wave under me. 


When one has gazed on beauty thus 
"Tis safe and meet to die, 

Lest one should lose in living long 
Both sight and memory. 


[397] 


FANTASIE 


The spring rain beats upon my heart 
A strange and eerie tune. 

The pale moon rises, like the dead 
Behind the sloping dune. 

Now would I let my soul escape 
Its clumsy house of flesh 

And dancing in my nudity 
The water-stars enmesh, 

Catch and pin the crystal moon 
In my spirit’s hair 

And call the drifting, shooting stars 
To cluster there. 
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FOR A TROUBLED LADY 


She is quiet now as a windless tree, 

She is quiet now as a summer sky 

When breezes sicken dolorously 
And no birds fly. 


Quiet she is who was never quiet 
Her whole life long, 

And her restless voice is echoed only 
In another’s song. 
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GRACELESS 


Beauty has flown past me and left me unre- 
membering, 
Ecstasy, seeking upper air, went winging, 
So transient fair, and past, and past— 
Nor left me humbly singing. 


No record bright of loveliness have I 
That came in guises woven wondrously. 
I let the visions fade and die, and so 

I die, ingloriously. 
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WARNING 


This I tell you to be true: 

Never again your youth to mine, 

Nothing so glorious or so fine. 

We will die and be as stones! 

We, who are as wind and fire, 

Who dream that we can never tire 

Will be weary once, and old, 
Lying cold. 
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FOR SAFE-KEEPING 


. Find a page and find a pen 
Write in syllables of sweat 
All the heart-ache and the pain 

You would forget. 


Write it in a secret book 
In the midnight secretly, 
Then hide it in a heavy trunk, 
That none may see. 


Go away and shut the door; 
Turn the key within the lock 

None can ever pry inside 
Should they come and knock. 


No place is safer than a chest, 
Iron-bound and oaken, 

For often minds their secrets yield,— 
Hearts may be broken. 
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REPRESSION 


This strange, sad girl who passes slow 

She speaks no word that I may know 
Of rivers rushing underground 

That sink to hell to quench their sound. 
Of fiery mountains topped in snow 

She speaks no word that I may know. 


I see her eyes look out at me 
As sea-folk look upon the sea, 

As wistful birds look on the sky 
When they have come afield to die. 

If she were dumb, and were not free 
She could not look more silently. 
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THE DELINQUENT 


Take away all hope or thought 
That I'll do what I ought. 
Say my father was a friar 
My mother unwed, and a liar. 
Tell me I am very bad, 
That my forebears all: went mad, 
A-snarl like wild beasts in a cage, 
Groveling in crazy rage. 
Say there’s nothing good about me, 
Laugh, and jeer, and scoff and flout me. 
Then if evilly I grow 
Smile and say, “I told you so!” 


oo 
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ADVICE 


There are some things you must not do, 
And three of them are these; 

You must not let your heart cry out 
Whenever it may please. 

You must not sell your dreams away, 
For, though the body goes, 

The restless spirit is as wild 
As any wind that blows. 


You must not say your thoughts aloud, 
For folks are seldom kind, 

And they will laugh and jeer about 
The visions of your mind. 

So keep yourself unto yourself, 
That is the better way. 

And they who meet you will forget 
About you, in a day. 
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FROM THE THISTLE A ROSE 


When sorrow was my daily food 

I ate it hugely for my good. 
It was bitter bread and sour meat, 

But the aftertaste was strangely sweet, 
And now I take my ancient wrong 

And twist it, into a little song. 


[48] 


THE GOLDEN LADY 


When witty men have hurt my heart 
And thundered in my ears 

I take my startled innocence, 
My angry, childish tears 


Where her unworldly kindliness 
Is beneficial balm. 

The goodness of the sky itself 
Is in her quiet calm. 


Oh, foolish words I daily hear 
From men whom men call wise, 
But I never saw such wisdom 
As in her silent eyes. 


[49 J 


AT THE PROM 


These are the Blues, oh, hear them cry 
Of old things at this modern dance! 
The eyes of that girl give a lie 
To all her new propriety; 
She is a savage in a trance! 


Flutes screaming deliriously, 
Inhuman laughter in a sigh, 
Music that roars and croons and pants, 
These are the Blues! 


Sensuous, deep is still the tie 
That binds us to our ancestry, 
So sway, half drunk, and twist and prance, 
Satyrs might well have looked askance 
At these the Blues! 


[5°] 


IN LIEU OF LOVE LETTERS AND ROSES— 
COMMONPLACE THINGS 


I do not think I will forget 

The club verandah where we met. 

I find it hard not to remember 

That windy morning last December 
When you said, “Do you want a lift? 

I see your car’s stalled in the drift.” 
When we had tea one afternoon 

Your fingers blurred the silver spoon 

In indistinct and fuzzy rings. 

There are such oddly detailed things 
That I remember. You drank tea 
Looking across the cup at me. 

When you smoked you held your hand 
Across your face, a curved, brown band. 
You ground your ashes on a plate, 

You laughed and said, “Good Lord, it’s late!” 
And swore because the car was cold. 
Your hat-band looked all frayed and old. 
Your profile clove the winter night 
Etched in a radiant sort of light,— 
Such silly little things as these 

My heart remembers, if you please! 


[Stel 


SHEILA 


Oh, tell me that you walked at dawn 
Across the grass of Heaven’s lawn, 
And that when evening shadows fell 
You found that you were lost in Hell. | 


Prattle to me your pretty lies; 

The brain goes not ’til fancy dies. 
Indeed I will not judge you bad. 

Or think, like others, you are mad. 


e523] 


IN PIERRETTE’S GARDEN 
SINGS PIERROT 


Gather not the roses, let them die; 

As died the one who knew them, long ago. 
I shall be sentimental for an hour 

In this her garden where her roses grow. 


There is no air of sadness in this place; — 
The wind is laden with the very scent 

Of roses, as before; the phlox and heliotrope 
Are all the same;—-yet all is different. 


Now shall I break my lute across her grave 
And weep, so constant I! Never before 

Has woman been so mourned; but what delight 
There is in grieving! I shall sorrow more. 


[53 J 


DEAR BOOR 


Slow-witted, dull, well-meaning, nothing bright 
You are, nor eager, groping steadily to right 
The wrongs you slowly comprehend. Heavy shod, 
Your hulking feet once trampled down my heart 

Upon your blundering way to God. 


[54] 


MORPHINE 


Within this drug a grotesque genie dwells 
Who hides his humour from men’s placid days. 
But for their tortured moments he can raise 
Fantastic paradises out of hells. 
The bliss of a dream heaven he foretells; 
Before familiar objects draws a haze 
Of glamour; and the common world inlays 
With rich designs of beauty. Bitter wells 
Of anguish yield him peace, as brackish streams 
Grow sweet from the rain’s mercy. Hard vanquished 
Pain admits him master; he gives relief 
From wildest torment by weird, lovely dreams. 
But be you not enamoured, since his list 
Of eager lovers he betrays to grief. 


[55 J 


TO HELEN 


The beryl and the emerald of Ind 

Reflect the vivid colour of your eyes, 

No Persian garden where a pale prince lies 

With wan cheeks fanned by citron-scented wind 
Is half so lovely as your flower face. 

If beauty dies to live, then you have come 

From Egypt, and from Athens and from Rome. 
The charm from chaste Lalage, Helen’s grace,— 
That other Helen, who was also fair, 

(So Homer says) are now your heritage. 

The fair enrich the fair from age to age. 

These gave to you your dreamy eyes, your hair, 
And all your fragile beauty once was worn 

By queenly women that you might be born. 


[56] 


IN THE WOOD 


It isn’t really winter, and it’s not quite spring, 
Though I just now heard a cat-bird sing. 
I have run away to a boggy pond 
And the great meadow that lies beyond. 
I found some new moss ’neath a bursting tree 
And the young spring burned like a flame in me. 
Now, how can I study on a day like this 
When each bone in me aches with bliss? 
And how can I pray at Prayers tonight, 
Who have gazed so long on a pagan sight? 
Latin is a legend, house prayers dull 
When the world is thrilling and beautiful! 


[5.78] 


PASSING THE CEMETERY 


Three days ago, she, laughing, said, 
“Think of the horrid, musty dead 
Inside that graveyard. Life’s a lark, 
As vivid as the orange spark 
Alan strikes with his wild hoofs 
On the cobblestones of the road. 
There they lie with the rat and toad 
For company, while I’ve the sky, 
A horse, a friend, and a trail to try. 
The wild joy of living is in me now.” 


Three days ago she ran as free 
As fear in the night, or wind through a tree, 
Neither was she! 
She was joy, untrammeled and young, 
She was the song of life begun, 
She was the start of a race unrun. 
Pity her now,— 
Six feet deep ’neath the dark pine bough, 
With no trail but death to follow 
Alone at dusk, with the eerie swallow. 
Ah! she loved this life so well, 
Revelled and drank of its deep, rich wine! 
My horse stumbles where her horse fell 
And, oh my God, the smell of the pine! 


C58] 


TO M. A. 


When one is young, one grows to think it smart 
To be a skeptic, having cast away 

All hope of this world’s goodness. And we play 
At being weary, tired of Life and Art, 

And so mourn on about our lost, young dreams. 
We have no more illusions, hopes nor fears; 
We laugh at laughter and we mock at tears. 
We know that nothing good is as it seems; 
We're pretty clever and you can’t fool us,— 
We’re on to life! And as we sigh we know 
That this old world gives us a rotten show 

And that the battle isn’t worth the fuss. 

—All this is youthful folly. Your calm eyes 
Have swept my world and shown me all the lies. 


[59] 


JUDGMENT 


If I could lose all sense of self 
And be impersonal, and just, 

I’d rear my mighty head on high 
And thunder forth “Thou Must.” 


But since I am a human thing, 
And sordid, like the sod, 

I cannot boast of vision 
Nor imitate a god. 


[ASR] 


CHURCH A-FIRE 


Life is exciting, for you never know, 
You never know what will occur within 
Five minutes’ time. This evening we stood 
And said ‘“Good-night,” and “Thank you,” 
“Tt’s been fun— 
This party,” “Oh, I’ll see you soon,” and then 
A man rode by, and shouted as he went, 
“The church, the church is all afire!” and we 
Leaped in the car again, and raced down town. 
Before we came to it we saw the glow, 
And then we milled among the spectators 
And parked as near the blaze as we could get. 
It was an ugly church the Presbyters 
Who worshiped God in frock coats had had built 
When heavy gray stone houses were the vogue 
For God and man alike, but now it stood 
More beautiful than any cathedral, 
As beautiful as God, I do believe. 
All of its hundred windows were of flame 
And the poor saints were splintered into bits; 
The melted glass was purple, emerald, 
The blue of Mary’s cloak; and in its place 
Roared living screens of orange shining through 
The skeleton of God’s house that now stood 
Purged of all ugliness, all clean and brave. 


[Rory] 


They told us that the roof had fallen in 

A moment since. Why did I know such joy 
In thinking that the mighty flame was free 

To burn the sky and soar and sing? Must I 
Be sentimental over any fire? 

It was so just a thing this house should break 
In such a flood of beauty, having been 

A sign and symbol of beauty for years. 
Christ’s ugly house for years and now this bloom! 

A temple filled by fire with walls of stone. 
A resplendent, gorgeous, golden place. 


That’s what I mean when I say life is full 
Of exciting surprises. You can’t tell 
What is around the corner: whether you 
Will say “good-night” and go upstairs to bed 
Or whether you are destined to go: view 
A house turned beautiful and full of light 
Is all surmise. Ahead of you may lurk 
New miracles of beauty to be shown 
Revealed at odd and unexpected times. 


[62] 


SEPARATION 


Never when I struggle to remember 

But sometimes in a moment unaware 

The curtains of the past are lifted slowly 

I glimpse some other time remote and rare, 
Not vaguely, for when they term us dreaming 
Our dreams are never vague, but clearly true. 
The moment now is passing, I’m forgetting 
Whatever other life I one time knew. 


It was the way your head turned in the twilight, 
It was the eerie marsh-hen’s startled cry 
Recalled the time I stood before in marshes 
And heard your broken tidings helplessly. 
Around us were the misty sands, above us 
Wheeled one black vulture, ominous, alone. 

We stand as then, disconsolate, despairing, 
Knowing again what we have ever known. 


[ 63 7] 


THE FOURTH LIE 


There were three lies within my lips. 
I could not guard them very safe; 
I choked on them, they bit my tongue. 
I spat one forth, no harmless waif, 
To wander to another’s heart 
And lodge there as a nurtured guest! 
Though what Id said, 

(As I said then), was “for the best!” 
For my friend’s good the first one lived; 
The next one, smiling, for my own, 

A social lie, I sent it forth 
To curtsey in its silken gown. 

The last one I wrote in a book. 
I sold it gaily as a song. 

Now that my lips are purely clean, 
Truth! I can tell no wrong! 


[64] 


SATAN’S REFUSAL 


One day in an ancient town I met an ancient man 
Who has laughed at vanity since vanity began. 

I was rather frightened and I should have run away 
But his eyes were all the eyes of folk whom I see 

every day 

(Who are neither children, nor close kin to God), 
—Vile as perdition, sordid like the sod, 

Mocking and unquiet, full of whispered lies, 
The eyes of all mortal flesh that while it’s living, 


dies. 

And his hands were not uncommon—short-thumbed, 
bold, 

And he rubbed his fingers tightly like a miser rubs 
gold. 


Then he twirled a button. I felt at my ease. 
“Satan, don’t be nervous,” I said, “please. 
Just a bit of business! I won’t keep you long 

I should like to trade my soul for a gift of song. 
Only show me how to sing 
Three words light as a pigeon’s wing. 
Three words bright as a pigeon’s plume 
And I will damn myself ’til doom. 
Or let me sing one single word 
Great as the song of a single bird. 
Put on my lips a tune as rare 
As mermaid’s or a Naiad’s air—” 
He pushed by me bruskly, he said “Nay,” 
“I’m not selling any good gifts today!” 


esd 


